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poisoned the still hot air for yards around them.
Squatting near their low yellow baskets of fruit, they
shouted insults, laughing loudly.
" Hai! Brave man thou art to walk thus, . , . Why
dost thou not hit the animal? . . . Look at the old
woman in front . . . That is the black man's wife, , . .
Isn't she ugly!"
The last couple of remarks seemed to irritate the
gentleman in African garb. He stuck his nose in
the air and strode on, glaring.
An Afridi trader with two assistants bearing heavy
baskets covered with oil-cloth, stopped in his walk"
and eyed the trio doubtfully. He seemed inclined to
put a question to the hurrying mullah, but a bevy of
Malay maidens in gaudy silk swayed out from a side
path, and, surrounding him, forced him to show the
treasures of lace, embroidery, and tinselled millinery
that the baskets contained.
At the bridge the travellers stood aside to let pass
a quickly-moving closed cart. The two milk-white,
trotting bullocks drawing it shied at the sight of the
camel. The high wheels grazed the parapet. From
the swaying silk curtains came forth a torrent of
Malay invective.
" How darest thou let thy aunt walk the earth un-
veiled, O African? Are we blind that we can bear
such an indignity? Veil her at once or my men shall
beat thee to a jelly!"
" She is no aunt!" shouted the man in African dress,
indignantly.    " Canst not tell man from woman, O
wall-eyed, discarded one of the harem?      He is a
mullah!   A holy man from Tibet!"
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